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Lady viſcounteſs $ C U D AM 0 R E. &c. 


Enſive, where Vagd s Current murm ring glides, 
And verdant Plains with gentler Waves divides; 
| Beneath the bending Willows Damon ſate, 
And mourn, fincere, the ſtern Decrees of Fate: 
His Tears inceſſant ſwell the rolling Stream, 

- Howjuſt the Grief! PANT HEA was his Theme. 
> Yet ſtill, he cryd, a Debt remains, which ſhe 
May claim from Others, but exact from Me: 
Can , to ſing PAN TH EAS Praiſe, refuſe? 

Or how * Fe ? with Her Ive loſt the Muſe. 
Thou, Gratitude, can ſt yet my Soul inſpire, 
Freſh Flames excite, or fan the languid Fire ; 
Make me reflect, how ſhe would condeſcend 
To call (tho far unworthy) Me her Friend, 
How ſhe my humble Strains would oft commend. 
While {till the Muſe receiv'd her ſureſt Aid 
From what ſhe praQis'd, and from what ſhe faid : 
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When Words more apt, or juſter Thoughts appear, 
They All were copyd, All derivd from Her. 
8 from Fition may Aſſi ſtance need, 
But who, in praiſing Her, can Truth exceed? 
No tear bey ond its Bounds her Fame to raile, 
Whoſe ev'ry Virtue claims immortal Praiſe. 

How have we ſeen, with Pleaſure and Surprize, 
Wit, Honour, Beauty, {ſparkle in her Eyes 
How have we ſtood tranſported at her Song, 5 
And bleſsd the Muſick of her tunetul Tongue, 

And wiſh'd we could th enchanting Notes prolong! 

Wheneer ſhe ſpoke, how evry Boſom glow'd ! 
How Scnle, Truth, Judgment, ſoft Perſwafion flow'd! 
Each genrous Soul how Emulation fir'd, 
While ſhe the noblcit Sentiments infpir d, 

And, All obliging, was by All admird. 
Yet, when th attentive Circle look'd Applauſe, 
She ever ſeem'd to wonder at the Cauſe. © . 1 

You, who of Want and Miſery complain, = = 
Who pine with Poverty, or groan in Pain * 

Ye Cr Sins A All, your haplels State deplore,. . 

Twice Orphans now, PANTHra is no more. 
How well her Looks her tender Heart expreſsd! 5 
Compaſhon ever warm'd her noble Breaſt, 


And bleſſing Others, ſhe was doubly bleſt. 


Ye Fa, whom Titles, Youth and Beauty grace, | F 
Through ev'ry Scene of Life her Footſteps trace; f 


Be Pride for ever baniſfd from each Breaſt, * I 
Her's never would admit ſo mean a Gueſt: 3 3 
Yet, when compelld t'afſume the awful Part. 
None better knew her Dignity taſſert. 45 1 
Like Her, if others You in Birth excell, 5. 
You ſhould, with Her, ſurpaſs in doing well: 
Vice throws dark Shades upon the nobleſt Line, 
While Honours, crown d with Virtue, brighter ſhine, 
Like Her's, be your Addreſs with graceful Eaſe, 
Your Converſation cannot fail to pleaſe. h 
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SY 
Let Innocence, like Hers, your AK ions ſteer, 
The World will never dare to be ſevere: 
Nor need you then run Reputations down, 


And publiſh Other's Faults, to hide your Own. 
She ill was ſilent, where ſhe could not praile ; 


And ſcornd, at Biers Coſt, her Fame to rails. 


It Fortune's Gifts in plenteous Show rs deſcend, 


Like Her, emplo het Va to the nobleſt End; 
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eſt Value underitood, 

And piizd then but as Means of doing good: 

Juſt Tribute yielding to the Pow'r Supreme, 

As conſcious ev'ry Bleſſing flow'd from Him. 
Oh! would the Great, with Her, Opprethons hate, 

Relieve the Injur'd and Unfortunate, 

Think Man their Fellow-Creature, not their Slave! 

(Since all Diſtinction ceaſes in the Grave) 

The Poor no more would curſe the Tyrant Lord, 


But all the Golden Age be ſoon reſtor d. 


And Thou, ſole * from the peaceful Urn 


Of Her, whom I muſt never ceaſe to mourn; 


* Oh! keep her bright Example {till in View, 
May all her Virtues be reviveo-in You! 
May Scup mors s Senſe and Worth be ſtill conieſsd 
In BeaurorT's graceful Form, and tender Breaſt. ' 


Your native Honour let each Action prove, 

And merit, and poſſeſs your Countrey's Love. 
That when you have refign'd that youthful Bloom, 
And Age ſhall fink you 5 the ſilent Tomb; 


The . Conſcience of a Life well ſpent 


| May ſacred Peace inſpire, and calm Cs. 
TS O honour'd Shade, a tender Tear 


From Him, whom, living, You eſteemd ſincere: a 
n the Tribute of an humble Friend, 


Whole Soul could ner to ſervile Flatt'ry 3 
on Earth You {corn iuch Homage to receive, 
Now Juſtice muſt this laſt Encomium give. 
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From Thee, ſucceeding Ages well may paint 

The Friend, the Wife, the Mother, and the Saint: 
Whateer we've ſeen, or e er can hope to ſee 

Or Wiſe, or Great, or Good, was All comprizd in Thee. 
While thus our cruel Loſs we mourn in vain, 

Th' oppreſſive Load of anxious Life ſuſtain, 

And bend beneath Afﬀfidion, Care, and Pain; 

She, on our Sorrows, looks with Pity down, 

| And ſings her Maker's Praiſe, regardleſs of her Own. 
| But ſuch a Pourtrait asks a Maſter's Hand, 
LS Thy Muſe, O Pop, PanTnra may demand: 
5 Negledting her juſt Praiſe, your {elf You wrong; 
Her Fame, with Yours, to diſtant Times prolong, 
Nor let it fink obſcure in Damon's Song. 
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